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valuable contribution to a healthy understanding and friendship
between the United States and ourselves.

16
THE OLD COTTAGE
I was an exile from my own house. Before going to the United States
for nearly a year I had let it to Lord Esm6 Gordon-Lennox and his
pretty wife, and when I came back 1 could not regain possession from
them. I found refuge in an old cottage round the corner in Sweetwater
Lane, swarming with village children, and there I lived winter and
summer with my nephew Barry Rowland, who was unfit for military
service, and with Dorothy Webber who owned the cottage and acted as
my secretary. It was not all honey for any of us. Small though it was,
the cottage became a sanctuary for relatives and friends who wanted
relief from bombing nights in London. A camp bed was put into the
sitting room at night and removed by day. Washing up after each meal
became the routine. Food was an obsession, but by some miracle there
was always a meal on the table at appointed times and Lord Woolton
kept us from starvation.
There were restless nights under the old beams. Bombs fell far or
near, shaking the walls and the floor boards as though by a giant hand,
and presently, as time went on, there was the roar of our own bombers
over the chimney-pots, hour after hour, on their way to Berlin and other
German cities. Their deep, heavy, throb pounded in one's ears, and the
sky was crowded with their black wings, and one's heart followed them
into the fiery furnace in which many of the boys up there would be burnt
like moths.
Sometimes I would look through the iron gates of my own garden and
think: "I used to live there once. Shall I ever get back?" There were
many times when I thought I should never get back to that house which
Agnes had made beautiful and where her spirit dwelt for me.
I was often ill and darkly depressed, and presently there crept upon
me an affliction which might have got me down if I had not resisted the
demon of despair.
But there were compensations. There was no lack of laughter.
Barry Rowland is one of the world's laughers, with a great hearty
laugh which greets any small comedy of life, and a friend of mine named
Ulric Nisbet, devoted in friendship, came for six months to act as
secretary, relieving Dorothy Webber for a time, and he was a laughter-
raiser when not getting down to serious talk to which he wanned up at